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The American Boy
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| Miss Fidelia had made up hee
mind that none of her nisces should
(miss the privileges of girlhood.

“When | was young,” she said to
her most intimate friend, Mrs, Por-
kins, “when | was young, Phoebe,
you know how things were with me,
Father and mother didn't believe
that sentiment was necessary, and
they made us wear practical, plain
things, and entertain our company
when the whole family was present,
and the result was that Mary and
Margaret ran away to get married,
and 1, not having their courage, have
remained single. And now Mary and
Margaret are doing just as father
and mother did, driving their five
pretty daughters to clandestine en-
gagements, and making all sorts of
trouble if they look at a young wan.”

“Well,” Mrs. Perkins said, “you
know how 1 used to pity you, Fidelia.
It was only when you came over to
my house that you ever saw Andrew
Stokes, and at last your conscience
worried you about that, and you
stayed away, and he thought you
didn’t like him any more and went
out west—""

There was & pretty blush on Miss
Fidelia's cheeks. “Oh, Andrew
Stokes,” she mused, “he was a nice
boy, Phoebe, and if I had it to do
over again 1I'd act differently.”

Her calm manner deceive Phoe-
be. “She's forgoiten that she
thought her heart was broken. 1 re-
member she cried for a whole night
in my arms when he went away.”
But she did not voice her thought,
she merely asked, placidly, “What
are you going to do about your
nieces ?”

“I'm going to provide everything
that will help them along the road

"!o, and he hasn't lost his looks,
Fidelia. Fis hair is gray, but be's
W straight ‘and handsome as ever,
and he sooms prosperous.  They say
he has made o lot of money.”

“What did he say abont me?”
Wiss Fidelin held her breath for the
wnswer, and Phoebe hesitated to give
i “le asked if that pretty little
girl who jilted him had ever mar-
eled. And he said it very bittarly ™

“But | didn"t jilt him,” Mis Fi-
delia cricl.  “Why, 11 just didn’t
give hini any answer at all "

“Well, when we told him yon
were single, he waited & while and
then asked: ‘Ts she a8 pretty as
ever ' "

“Oh,

“And | said ‘yes”” Mra. Porkins
asseried stoutly,  “Of course you
aren’t as young, but except that your
eurls are silver instead of gold, I
ean't see much difference.”

That night Miss Fidelia sat down
heside the fountain. *“I guess I am
too old,” she whispered. “I put on
this white dress tonight and tied a
blue riblon around my hair, but I
don’t look the same—and anyhow, I
can’t expect Andrew to come to my
garden of love. He wouldn't under-
stand that I'm brave enough now.
I'd fly with him to the ends of the
earth.”

“Woull you, Fidelia?" said some
one behind her, and she turnad and
gasped, “Andrew.”

“Let me look at you.” He drew
her up from the bench. “You're
still a little, IMttle timid thing,” he
said, s she ghrank from him. “Phoe-
be Perkinsg has been telling me some
things, Fidelia. 1 wonder if she
guessed the truth.”

“T don't know,”
tered.
|  “She told me that you had laid
out this garden of love because you
h.d m s romandaceg in _\'nur own
life, and she told me you cried the
night that 1 left, Fidelia.”

He bent aver her, and, suddenly,
Miss Fidelia, timid Mise Fidelia,

|‘T.n n'in' f"

Miss Fidelia fal-

to matrimony,” said Miss Fidelia,
firmly,
Phoebe, but ['ve missed & lot=—and
I'm not going to have them follow-
ing in my footsteps.

place I have planned to fix it so that
when those girls come to see me there
will be everything ready to enteriain
their young men. ['m going to have
hammocks and eozy corners, and a

big fireplace where they can pop corn
and make candy, and I'm going fo

have the floor in the dining room
polighed so that they can dance, And
if they don’t have a good time it
won't be becanse I don’t know how
to plan it for them.”

Migs Fidelia’s sisters argued that
the little lady’s ideas were ridicu-
lons. Her garden, for example, she
“the garden of love,” and
there was a fountain in it, with a cu-
pid in marble holding the water-
‘ipulli

"}I”m]

“F ulr\,hm]\ will think you are a
sentimental old maid,” was the un-
varnished statement of sister Mary,
when she came over one might to
find her own three pretty daughters
and Margaret's acting as hostesses
lo & vruwll of laughing young folk.

“1 am,” said Miss Fidelia, serene-
Iv. “l wasn’t allowed to have any
sweetness and romance in my own
vouth, and I'm going to see that
other people get it."

“I wouldn’t let my girls go there,”
Mary confided afterward to Marga-
ret; “but Uncle Jude left Fidelia all

his money, and it won't pay to make |

her mad. He was always furious
over that Andrew Stokes affair; he
thought fathdr and mother should
have let Fidelis marry him.”

“That reminds me” Margared
said. “Andrew Siokes is in town.
Rufus saw him at the postoffice.”

Mary stared. “*Well, of all things,”
she said, Then she leaned forward,
confidentially. *“We'd better keep
him away from Fidelia,” she seid.
“Fidelia ain't fifty, and you don't
know what notions she might have
ahout him."

If they had only guessed, the
memory of Andrew Stokes burned in
Miss Fidelia’s heart. She had never
forgotten him, never ceased to mourn
her lack of courage in refusing to
marry him,

It was Phoebe Perking who told
her he was in town. “Andrew Stokes
came to see us last night, Fidelia,”
she said. “He asked after you."”

it seemed to Miss Fidelia as if the

woret which she had kept so long !

et be read now in her fuce. Her
sutfocation. But &he

“La he mar

heart beal fo

|RaEndgeel fo V. Uiy

rigd, Phoabe *™

[

“I’ve been happy enough,'

And since Un-
ele Jude died and left me the old

“He Wouldn't Understand That I'm
Brave Enough Now."

l\ahn had been taught to hide her
feclings, broke away suddenly from
all bonds.

“There hagn’t been & minute in all
these years that 1 haven't thought of
you, Andrew,” “And when
I made my garden it was alwavs yvou
and myself that | saw in il as we
might have been
made ‘'my garden of love, Andrew.”

And after a little while, when
rapturously he had renewed the vows
of ]Iiﬂ !llllih. leaned over and
looked at the eppid in the fountain.
“Look, Andrew

v, “he isn’t sneering at me now, he's
laughing, because at last we're re-

united.”

she cried.

it was for you I

ﬁ}ll'

" she santd, jn_\'unu‘w

| TONGUE FROZE TO PIPE.

A peculisr wmishap befell little
Frank Kuhl, when he went shopping
with his mother the other day at Red
Hank, N. J. While his mother was
making a purchase the
found his way inio & large refriger-
ator in the rear of the siore. Frost
on a pipe there attracted his atten-

 tion, amd trving  to . relieve hia
| parched tongue, he placed it against
the frost=covered pipe. The tongue
immadiately frone fasi and Frank
was & prisoner. His mother, miss-
ing - him, became  almost  frantic,
When, much later, the hoy was
found *hat cloths were applied to the
pipe andd his tongue thawed out, He
had suffered great pain, and had to
receive moedieal attention,

youngster

A MEAN HINT.

“l can hardly
e,

“Yus you can.,
iLll "
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keep my conntes

Nobody else wants

V. L. GATES. E W, mmmol

GATES & BRACKROGGE,

Successors to E. H. Williame)
108 South Main Street, Opera Hou« Building

BAR and RESTAURANT

- AND LUNCH ROOM.

Our place has been remodeled and we guarantee the best
service. We especially have some fine Wines and

Liquors for medicinal purposes. Prompt delivery to any
part of the city.

GATES & BRACKROGGE.

Cumb. Phone 315, Home Phone 1157,

S — ———
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Reliable and Comprehensive Tele-
phone service can be had by using the

AUTOMATIC.
CHEAP RATES

More than 1400 connections in it’s
FREE county aemce, long distance
unsurpassed. Night rates after 6 p.
m. five minutes allowed for one mes-

sage. 2
HOPKINSVILLE HOME
TELEPHONE CO.

INCORPORATED A

RSISIA) CaCar~ %

¢ H. C. MOORE, )

é Livery, Feed and Board Stable 5

We make a specialty of good rigs and gentle
horses for ladies, also have something
to suit everybody.
Percy Smithson will be with me and will be
glad to see all of his old friends.

¢
c H. C. MOORE.
LI (.‘7’(.‘7’&

)
2

COOK
WITH GAS

CITY LIGHT COMPANY,

Incorporated

CASH GROCERY

9TH ST., ODD FELLOWS BUILDING.
SANDERS JOHNSON. Manager.

Call and get my Prices. Everything

Free Delwery Nice, Clean, Fresh and New.

Don’t take my word, but come and see
Respectiully,

J K. TWYMAN.

Are worn by more people than vo
think. Don'tbe backward. Ourartifi-
cinl Teeth are so much like nature that
the difference is not apparent, And
the ;1r|f't-wili please vou.

Painless E:tractln;, 25 Cts.

DR. FE l R 'F EI N

Next to Cowr SGoth Phones.
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